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G | To the Tune of, 


p. [| Am a mournful Lady, 

i Shary Sorrows | lye under, 
«7 My yery Heart is ready, 
W With Grief to burſt in ſunder; 
bg Farewel to qi the joys of Love, 
© There is ::othiog I ador'd above, 
* My brave Commenter, who 
S Has bid the World adieu, 
And 1 am left hetind, 
V. ith a perplexed ;oind, 
And can no Comfort find, 
Since he, is ſlain who was the Life of me. 


He often fought in Flanders, 
. Likewiſe in foreign Nations, 
| One of the chief Commanders; 
His Friends and near Relations, 
Have cauſe to Mourn as wel! as I, 
That ſo brave a General ſhould Dye, 
A true and truſty Soul, 
This Loſs we muſt Condole, 
For he was one of thoſe, 
That never fear'd his Foes, 
But did his Life expoſe, 
W Till he, has mct his fatal Deſtiny, 


a In famous Fraxce he landed, 


Bf or fiice he was command, 

my Ris Liſe ke freely ventur'd; 

rs An there they {pilt kis deareſt Blood, 
E3 Lea: 12x me,a'as to ſhed a Flood 

# Ori! !5menting Tears, 

Fe; nothing elſe appears, 

Eut Sorrow, Grief, and Woe, 
Vine Eve lids 0: er-flow, 

Ay. Whether (hell I go 


f 


Throu!zh $moak and Flame he enter'd, 


£ To find, ſome Comfort for a grieved Mind ? 
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" he Cuinney wins her, CC, 


I Dream of hloody Banners, 
Each Night as iam lving ; 

I waking cry, rhat Honours 
Are f3din,. Shacows fling; 


Beforc he telc char fora! Wound, 

My deer \' alianc Talmarſh #33 renow?d, 
Ang Sword on wings of Fame, 
Thow;21:d 54or'd his Name, 


Yet by Oi- (5fle Pall, 
One Mon . ' iced all, 
| Cd 
And } lam... it fail, 
Fur be, is 55: 


In! ove {:!'on 17 po ne 
Ne nid 3 3,5. 
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Sing” Ll, CDI. HIT reſt: *£4 Cx, 
FM 52,8 iS GUT of Mecure 

F1: }2eath May we!! lamented be, 

Qne that terv 4 Þis Prince by Land and Sea, 
Right Loya}, True and juſt, 


And Faithful to his Trutt ; 


It was his chief ielight 


The Nations Wrongs to Right ; 
And now his laſ. goo Nipiit, 
I find, will be a Sc;zow to my mind. 


He whom I did admire, 


And fain wor:.1d I exoire. 


That I might fo!low afc2r, 
For why ſhould I alive remain, 


Since my deareſt loyal Love is ſlain ? 


With Grief 1 am oppreſt, 


Ch, that I was at reſt 


$1hc Mourning LAD 
Wn - O R 


The Loyal Lover's Lamentation |þ 


» Loſs of her Noble COMMANDER); 


Received his Death's Wound at the Decent to Fr ance. 


the Liſe of me. 


, 


Went hence by bloudy Slavghter, 


With him that's gone b:fore, 
I ne'cr (hall ſee him wore, 
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His Death does grieve me ſore, 
For he, 1s ſlain who ws the Life of me. 
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